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trail But the horse glided on and on, until the boys were within the last few yards of safety, until they crouched finally in the protecting shadow of the janitor's small house
Rola wiped the sweat off his face.
iCWe were.. * damn lucky," he stammered happily.
The other two boys dragged the horse still farther, to the small garden behind the Red Cross station Sweeper slapped Rola on the back resoundingly The other boys at the post raised their guns in both hands above their heads, and executed a wild dance around a kitchen stool
"Wait till I tell Madame Bronislava," Sweeper winked at me, I traded behind as he smoothed out his uniform Putting on a benevolent expression, he finally strutted down to the field kitchen,
"You got a sheep yesterday, inadame?" he asked politely
Bromslava's dark eyes scanned his face carefully. She obviously knew nothing of the horse and, anticipating some teasing, she shrugged her shoulders
"So what?" she said tartly. "It's all gone, as I told you "
"Tomorrow, if you please, youH serve the boys nice, juicy steaks,3* Sweeper ordered
Brtmislava waved the kitchen smoke away from her face and looked at Sweeper as if he were mad. Then she turned to me, but she did not derive any moral support from my beaming countenance We could not stand the suspense any longer. I grabbed Bronislava's left hand, Sweeper took her by the right, and we dragged her outside.
WA horse!* she screamed. "Oh, my dearest! A whole horse!* and she burst out aryiug.
Tt&t evening I took Barbarka to spend the night in the bathroom, which seemed the safest place in the whole house* I spread a thin mattress and a blanket on the floor